THE   LIFE   OF   KATHERINE  MANSFIELD

after tea. He had to scrap fully a dozen before he
had produced two which seemed tolerable. Then
it was past ten, and he was tired. He went out to
post them, and went to bed.

In the morning he was wakened by a knock at the
door. " I've finished with the bathroom/' said
Katherine9 s voice. c< And your breakfast is in the
kitchen,"

In the kitchen he found the table laid., and a
boiling kettle. Brown bread and butter and honey.,
and a large brown egg in an egg-cup. Fixed
between the egg and the egg-cup was,, like a big blue
label, a half-sheet of notepaper with this inscription :
" This is your egg. You must boil it. K.M."
So Murry became Katherine Mansfield's lodger.
For many weeks they went their own ways, meeting
only after they had finished their work at night.
Then, at midnight, they would have bowls of tea
on the floor of Katherine's room and talk till two in
the morning. They always shook hands before they
went to bed.

" Good night, Mansfield ! "
" Good night, Murry ! "

Once Katherine had to stay in bed with a sharp
attack of her now recurrent pleurisy, and Murry sat
in the chair by her bedside and performed her
instructions while Ida Baker was away. And once
or twice a week they would meet at tea-time and
discuss the next issue of Rhythm, which had now
imprudently become a monthly.

As they grew closer friends they would dine out
cheaply together : perhaps too cheaply. But
Murry* s early paragraphs, in spite" of all his * toil,
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